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The comicdllBi&orie of 

To buy his fauour, I extend this friendship, 

Yf he wil take it, Co, if not adiew, 

And for my loue I pray you wrong me not. 

Jn. Yes Shy locks , I will fealc vnto this bond. 

Shy. Then meete me forthwith at the Noteries, 

Giue him dire&ion for this merry bond 
And I will goe and purl'e the ducats llraite, 

See to my houfe left in the fearefull gard 

Of an vnthriftic knaue : and prefently 

lie be with you. Sixit, 

*s4n. Hie thee gentle Icwe. The Hebrew will turne 
Chriftian, he growes kinde. 

Bajfa. I like not faire tcrmes, and a villaines roinde, 

*An. Come on, in this there can be no difmay, . 

My Ships come home a month before the day. 

ExemU 

Enter zMorocbtu a tawnie Mpore all in white, and three 
orfoure followers accordingly, with Persia, 
Nerrtffa, and their traine. 
tMorocbo. Miflikc me not for my complexion, 

The fhadowed liuerie of the burnifht funne. 

To whonvl am a neighbour, and fleets bred. 

Bring me the fayreft creature North- ward borne, 

Where Phabtu lire Scarce thawes the yficlcs. 

And let vs make incyzion for your loue. 

To proue-whofe blood is redded, his or mine. 

1 tell thee Lady this afpefi: of mine 
Hath feard the valiant, (by my loue I fweare) 

The beft regarded Virgins of our Cly me 
Haue lou’d it to : I would not change this hue, 

Except to fteale ypur thoughts my gentle Quecne, 

Portia. In tcrmes of choyfe I am not foly led 
By nice direction of a maydens eyes : 

Befidcs, the lottric of my deftenie 
Barrs me the right of voluntary choofing : 

But if my Father had not fcanted me, 
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the Merchant of Venice. 

And hedgd me by his wit to yccld my felfe 
Hj s ;vife, who winnes me by that meanes I told you, 

Your feife (renowned Princc)than ftoodc as faire 
As any "oifimer 1 hauc look d on yet 
For my affe&ion. 

Mor. Euen for that I thanke you. 

Therefore I pray you !c.ade me to the Caskets 
To try my fortune : By this Symitare 
That flewe the Sophy, and a Perfian Prince 
That wonc three fields of Sultan Solyman, 

I would ore-ftare the fternefteyes that looke : 

Out-braue the hart moft daring on the earth ; 

Pluck the young fucking Cubsfrom the (he Bcare, 

Yea, mock the Lyon when a rorcs for pray 
To win the Lady . But alas, the while 
It Hercules and Lyckas play a> dice 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turne by fortune from the weaker hand : 

So is tsf hides beaten by his rage. 

And fo may I, blind Fortune leading me 
MilTe that which one vnworthicr may attaine. 

And die with greeuing. 

* Portia. You muft take your chaunce. 

And eythcr not attempt to choofe at all, 

Or fweare before you choofe, if you choofe wrong 
Newer to fpeake to Lady afterward 
In way of marriage, therefore be aduif d. 

Mor. Nor will not, come bring me vnto my chaunce. 

Portia. Firft forward to the temple, after dinner 
Your hazard (hall be made. 

Mor. Good fortune then, 

To make me bled or curfed’ft among men. 

Exeunt. 

Enter the C krone alone. 

Clorvne. Certaincly, my confidence will feruc me to runne from 
this Ievvc my Maifter : the fiend isat mine elbow, and tempts me, 
faying to me, Ubbe,Lew»celet fobbe, good Lmncel efy^ x good I obbe, 
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